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SCENE IV
That night Satpura sleeps under the tree, ficus religiosa, close to the Temple that stands on the bank of a tank, suddenly wakes up as if from/into a dream.)
Satpura: Should the earth spin the other way That an evening follows night And morning follows day! O! God, preserve me From any rain drop From a black, bane, auburn cloud With gall riding over, from The rivers of this land That flow inward from sea!
Won't you put a spell
That might stop
The trident from gettig bent
The crescent from getting tilted
Northward high, depressing South -
111 think no more of it.
Let this ficus tree
Waft a breeze
And dot my Mood,ple rise, everyone with Its souL
